ACT IV, SCENE i Sir POLITICK WOULD-BE, PEREGRINE
Sir P. I told you, sir, it was a plot; you see What observation is! You mentioned me For some instructions: I will tell you, sir, (Since we are met here in this height of Venice) Some few particulars I have set down, Only for this meridian; fit to be known Of your crude traveller, and they are these. I will not touch, sir, at your phrase, or clothes, For they are old.
Per. Sir, I have better.
Sir P. Pardon, I meant, as they are themes.
Per. Oh, sir, proceed: I }11 slander you no more of wit, good sir,
Sir P. First, for your garb, it must be grave and serious, Very reserved, and locked; not tell a secret On any terms, not to your father; scarce A fable, but with caution: make sure choice Both of your company and discourse; beware You never speak a truth -
Per. How!
Sir P. Not to strangers,
For those be they you must converse with most; Others I would not know, sir, but at distance, So as I still might be a saver in them: You shall have tricks else passed upon you hourly. And then, for your religion, profess none. But wonder at the diversity of all; And for your part, protest were there no other But simply the laws o' th' land, you could content you, Nic. Machiavel, and Monsieur Bodine, both Were of this mind. Then must you learn the use And handling of your silver fork at meals;